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INTO  A NEW  LIFE 


WITHIN  THE  BIG  GATE 


HE  had  never  had  a chance.  The  humble  home  to 
which  she  came  gave  her  scanty  welcome  because  she 
was  a girl.  Father  was  a Christian,  so  the  little  life 
was  spared ; but  father  was  poor — so  pitifully  poor — 
and  the  little  life  had  never  known  the  satisfaction  of 
having  enough.  She  just  existed  in  spite  of  circumstances  and 
sweet  potato  rice,  and  grewold  before  she  was  out  of  her  babyhood. 
She  never  had  any  fun.  Life  had  always  been  too  full  of  duties 
to  admit  of  play.  In  fact,  she  did  not  even  have  a name  until 
her  sixth  year,  when  a puny  little  fellow  came  into  the  home, 
and  she  became  “Lead-a-little-brother.”  Then  mother  died,  and 
the  small  woman,  with  stout  heart,  shouldered  the  responsibility 
of  the  home-making.  Moreover,  Little  Brother  being  too  small 
to  lead,  was  bound  upon  her  back,  like  a blue  cotton  cocoon,  and 
wherever  she  went,  out  on  the  hillside,  along  the  lanes  to  guide 
the  family  pig  to  choice  bits  of  pasture,  cr  to  the  streets  to  watch 
the  marvelous  idol  processions,  Little  Brother  was  her  constant 
care  and  burden.  With  him  she  often  sat  cn  the  steps  of  an  old 
temple,  where  the  wide-spreading  branches  of  an  ancient  banyan 
tree  sheltered  them  from  the  fierce  sun.  Within,  a school  of 
small  boys,  from  morning  light  until  evening,  shouted  in  high, 
loud  voices  the  Chinese  classics.  With  a strange  fascination 
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she  listened  to  their  weird  sing-song,  wondering  often  why  boys 
were  bom  to  be  “read-books-men,”  while  girls  were  only  meant 
for  work.  She  longed  with  all  her  soul  to  go  to  school,  but  knew 
that  such  a thing  could  never  be;  she  was  so  poor,  and  her 
clothes  were  old. 

But  one  Rest  day,  when  father  came  home  from  worship, 
he  had  wonderful  news  to  tell.  The  pastor  has  said  that  many 
little  children  in  America,  who  loved  the  Chinese  girls,  had 
collected  a great  deal  of  money  to  build  a school,  where  they  might 
learn  to  read  books  and  to  know  God.  This  school  was  to  be 
built  near  Diong-loh,  that  great  city  six  miles  away  of  which  she 
had  heard.  Then  hope  came  to  Lead-a-little-brother,  and  caused 
sweet,  bright  flowers  to  spring  up  in  the  dreary  desert  places  of 
her  heart;  during  long  hours,  when  she  minded  baby  brother 
and  the  pig,  she  dreamed  of  the  time  when  she,  too,  should  wear 
shoes  all  day  and  read  books  like  a boy.  But  more  than  a year 
she  waited;  sometimes,  when  the  old  peddler  came  to  sell  paper 
flowers  to  ornament  the  feminine  heads  of  the  neighborhood,  she 
heard  of  the  great  house  building  on  the  hill  beyond  the  city  walls. 
She  always  told  these  stories  to  her  father,  as  he  smoked  his  big 
water-pipe,  after  the  evening  meal  was  eaten,  and  he  sat  in  the 
dark  corner  behind  the  old  earthen  fireplace.  He  finally  asked 
the  good  pastor  about  the  matter,  and  that  earnest  shepherd 
of  the  flock  not  only  gave  him  great  encouragement,  but  offered 
to  speak  to  the  foreign  ladies  about  Lead-a-little-brother.  Their 
reply  was  most  assuring;  for  was  not  the  school  built  purposely 
for  such  as  these?  At  last  all  uncertainty  was  at  an  end.  Hope 
became  realization. 

It  is  a happy  day  when  Lead-a-little-brother  enters  the  big 
compound  gate — the  open  door  to  a new  life — and  comes  into 
her  chance.  The  Great  Father  had  said,  “For  of  such  is  the 
kingdom  of  heaven.”  This  girl  knows  nothing  of  her  inheritance, 
but  her  mature  face,  full  of  determination,  shows  how  momentous 
is  this  event  in  the  young  life,  and  how  strong  is  her  purpose  to 
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accomplish  something  more  than  the  hopeless  existence  which 
has  surrounded  her.  It  is  not  a bright  day.  The  rain  has  fallen 
since  early  morning;  the  narrow,  rice-paddy  paths  afford  the 
eager  little  feet  difficult  passage  to  the  hill  of  learning.  But  they 
seem  furnished  with  Mercury  wings,  her  undaunted  hope  leads 
her  so  bravely  on;  as  a matter  of  fact,  they  are  not,  but  with  a 
very  sober  pair  of  home-made  shoes.  Has  she  not  walked  bare- 
footed as  far  as  the  city  to  save  them,  her  only  pair?  But  before 


Diong-loh  City 

the  journey’s  end  is  reached,  the  paper  soles  are  soaked,  the 
muslin  stockings  wet  and  muddy. 

Following  the  maiden’s  energetic  lead  comes  the  old  man, 
bearing  an  air  of  fatherly  pride  and  his  daughter’s  humble  outfit. 
It  was  not  much  of  an  outfit  for  a young  girl  entering  boarding 
school.  Two  large  cotton  handkerchiefs  hold  all  there  is  of  it, 
even  with  what  has  been  borrowed  from  an  older  sister’s  scanty 
store;  the  matting  bed,  too,  is  easily  carried  under  the  arm. 
Her  one  frivolity  and  extravagance — a small  earthen  jug  of  tea-oil 
— is  suspended  by  a string  of  twisted  hemp.  It  cost,  perhaps,  two 
cents,  but  is  valuable  to  keep  the  raven  locks  smooth  and  glossy, 
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as  every  maiden’s  ought  to  be.  Because  of  its  odor  and  oily  proper- 
ties, it  is  not  a desirable  adjunct  to  the  toilet  in  warm  weather,  so 
she  readily  gives  it  up,  frugally  suggesting  that  father  may  take  it 
back.  He,  poor  man,  finds  his  small  hoard  of  money  “too  few” 
and  takes  himself  back  on  his  bare  feet  and  poor  sore  legs  to  get 
the  sum  required. 

In  the  meantime,  Lead-a-little-brother  is  most  interested  in 
the  arrival  of  other  girls,  as  timid  and  as  anxious  as  herself. 
Most  cf  them  come  as  she  did,  but  a few,  whose  feet  are  so  tiny 


New  Arrivals  at  School 

they  cannot  walk  on  the  rough  stones,  are  brought  in  the  Chinese 
automobile — the  sedan  chair,  carried  on  coolies’  backs.  A 
■woman  servant  attends  each  chair,  and  the  father  or  mother 
follows,  with  the  pig-skin  boxes  and  the  blue  calico  bundles, 
which  contain  all  the  treasures  of  the  little  student.  But  the 
stores  are  pitifully  meager.  Few  bundles  have  all  the  required 
articles,  and  garments  for  night  wear  are  conspicuously  lacking. 
You  do  not  wonder  at  any  deficiencies  of  clothing  after  a glimpse 
into  the  homes  from  which  the  girls  come.  There  seems  to  be 
plenty  of  nothing  but  want  and  poorer  relations,  and  you  are 
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amazed  at  the  thrift  which  can  exist  under  such  adverse  circum- 
stances. So,  as  you  turn  back  to  the  small  pies  of  carefully- 
folded  clothes,  it  is  with  a big  sob  in  your  heart,  and  a tender 
reverence  for  the  patches  and  darns,  and  the  things  that  are  not 
there. 

The  old  father  returns  with  the  thirty  cents  which  was 
lacking,  and  a new  name  for  the  daughter.  He  says  that  because 
she  is  reading  books  the  old  name,  Lead-a-little-brother,  is  no 
longer  dignified  or  appropriate,  and  she  must  hereafter  be  known 
as  Nguk-hua,  or  Perfect  Flower.  She  accepts  the  change  with 
the  usual  quiet  composure  with  which  she  meets  every  event 
in  this  new,  wonderful  life,  and  takes  her  place  among  the  twenty- 
nine  little  girls  and  one  boy  with  the  air  of  one  who  has  a fixed 
purpose  in  life — to  grow  from  a useless  weed  into  a Perfect  Flow  er. 

Two  months  have  passed.  Strange  new  ways  have  become 
regularly  performed  duties.  The  Abbie  Child  School  is  no 
longer  a thing  hoped  for,  but  a well-established  fact.  You 
would  enjoy  the  spirit  and  zest  with  which  the  life  of  the  school 
goes  cn.  It  begins  at  the  early  hour  of  six,  when  the  “wash-face- 
ben”  calls  the  willing  maidens  down  to  a long  line  of  tin  basins 
filled  with  hot  water.  You  would  expect  to  be  scalded,  but 
Chinese  maidens  enjoy  hot  water,  and  come  out  of  it  bright  and 
rosy.  Then  the  long,  shining  hair  must  be  carefully  combed  and 
braided,  with  a brilliant  scarlet  cord  to  form  a tassel,  or  twisted 
into  a funny  rosette  over  the  left  ear.  The  older  girls,  with 
motherly  oversight,  assist  in  these  operations,  and  by  the  time 
every  little  jacket  is  buttoned,  and  every  embroidered  slipper  on, 
breakfast  is  ready  for  the  girls.  And  the  girls  are  ready  for 
breakfast!  Surely  you  have  never  seen  quantities  of  food,  of 
steaming  hot  rice,  little  crabs  and  salt  fish  stowed  away  with  such 
enthusiasm!  After  breakfast  comes  the  domestic  work,  which, 
in  spite  of  clumsy  tools,  brooms  that  are  like  hair  switches  and 
dusters  of  awkward  feather  bunches,  leaves  the  house  in  perfect 
order.  In  each  bedroom  the  one  cotton  quit  is  neatly  folded 
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at  the  back  of  the  plain  board  bed,  the  clothing  carefully  placed 
on  the  shelves,  the  halls  and  stairs  swept  and  washed,  and  the 
big  school-room  shining.  Here  all  assemble  at  eight-thirty, 


Thej  Speak  for  Themselves 

and  the  fun  of  the  day  begins.  For  to  the  Chinese  girl,  with  her 
innate  devotion  to  learning,  study  is  pleasure,  and  she  swallows 
ce’s  into  her  stomach  in  such  numbers  and  with  such  relish  that 
you  might  easily  believe  the  crooked  characters  combined  to 
make  enchanting  fairy  tales.  They  work  with  great  enthusiasm. 
Little  girls  of  seven  or  eight,  by  the  use  of  matches  or  sticks 
will  form  the  characters  on  the  table,  copy  them  for  you  on  their 
slates,  and  if  you  cannot  name  them  to  yourself,  will  read  them 
for  you  with  surprising  accuracy.  Even  the  youngest,  a baby  of 
seven,  astonishes  you  by  her  erudition.  The  older  girls  study 
Bible,  the  classics,  geography,  arithmetic  and  physiology  in 
character;  but  lest  they  have  mental  dyspepsia,  this  solid  food 
must  be  judiciously  mixed  with  a lighter  diet  of  nature  talks, 
dumb-bell  exercise,  singing  and  sewing. 

Studies  continue  until  the  four  o'clock  bell  calls  the  children 
out  to  play.  Now  you  must  be  prompt  to  captivate  them  with 
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some  lively  American  game,  or  the  playground  will  be  silent  and 
deserted.  Except  for  a bouncing  ball  and  our  time-honored 
game  of  “Jack  Stones”  (played  with  pieces  of  broken  tile)  they 
have  no  resources  and  their  feeble  attempts  at  play  are  quite 
pathetic.  They  can 
extract  as  much  pleas- 
ure from  washing  their 
clothes  as  home  chil- 
dren do  from  the  most 
elaborately  planned 
party.  With  a small 
round  tub  of  cold  water, 
a smooth  piece  of  a 
board  or  a flat  stone  for 
a wash-board,  they 
kneel  on'the  ground  and 
scrub  away  stain  of  soil 
and  strain  of  study. 

For  starch,  they  use  the 
water  in  which  their 
rice  was  boiled,  and 
stretching  the  clothes 
smoothly  on  long  poles 
obviates  ironing.  So 
from  early  morning 
prayers  until  evening 
prayers  the  day  is  filled. 


Our  Youngest 


What  wonder  if  some  little  heads  nod  as  the  “Good-night”  is  sung! 
As  each  girl  with  low  bows  shake  her  own  hands,  the  sweet 
voices  greet  you; 


“Bing-ang  neng-kah, 

Ce-ai  neug-kah  bing-ang 
Ko  kaung,” 

and  their  Peace,  loved  guest,  Peace  as  you  sleep,”  comes  to 
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you  like  a benediction  from  loving  hearts.  Your  own  heart 
echoes  the  prayer  of  the  teachers  as  they  respond:  “Peace,  little 
sisters,  peace  as  you  sleep.” 

Into  all  this  new  work  Perfect  Flower  enters  with  her  natural 
vim  and  persistence.  She  finds  that  books  are  not  made  up  of 
hard  characters  to  be  simply  said  over  and  over  in  limitless 
repetition,  but  are  full  of  meaning,  which  puts  new  beauty  into 


Please  Send  Us  Some  Pieces 

the  sad  world  and  makes  life  a thing  of  interest.  She  hears  for 
the  first  time  of  the  Love  that  seeks  her;  and  as  naturally  as  the 
flower  turns  its  face  to  the  sun,  her  poor  blind  eyes  see  the  Light. 
Very  carefully  is  she  taught  by  the  head  teacher,  a man  of  dignified 
demeanor  and  long  silk  skirts,  and  by  the  three  “teacher  sisters.” 
Consecrated  Christian  girls  are  these,  graduates  of  Ponasang 
College,  who  are  demonstrating  the  truth  that  the  most  powerful 
force  for  bringing  China  to  Christ  is  the  Christian  Chinese. 
Slowly  she  comes  to  understand  the  simple  story  of  salvation. 
Then  one  day  a foreign  lady  comes  down  from  far-away  Foochow 
to  talk  with  the  girls.  Very  wonderful  and  sweet  is  the  story 
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the  strange  lady  tells  of  a little  daughter,  twelve  years  old — 
her  own  age — who  was  sick  unto  death,  when  the  Master  came 
and  healed  her.  Perfect  Flower  is  all  attention.  This  might 


have  happened  in  her  own  village.  How  often  had  her  very  heart 
stood  still  with  awe  as  she  heard  the  fearful  cries  of  the  women 
mourning  for  their  dead.  Then  comes  the  lesson,  so  plain  that 
the  weest  maiden  can  understand — about  the  sin-sickness  in 
their  hearts  and  the  Saviour  ready  to  heal.  Very  natural  it  all 
seems  as  she  confesses  the  sins  she  now  realizes — falsehood, 
anger  and  jealousy;  with  the  simple  faith  of  a little  child  she 
believes,  and  the  whole  tide  of  her  being  is  turned  into  a new  life. 
* * * 

When  the  war  was  being  fought  which  crushed  the  benumbing 


12 


INTO  A NEW  LIFE 


rule  of  the  past  and  resulted  in  freedom  and  a strong,  new 
national  life  to  the  Chinese  people,  many  school  girls,  inspired 
by  the  first  passionate  fire  of  a new  patriotism,  volunteered  as  Red 
Cross  nurses  and 


started  for  the 
field.  But  Per- 
fect Flower, 
when  urged  thus 
to  show  her  new- 
born love  of 
country,  said, 

“No,  I cannot 
go.  Little  Broth- 
er needs  me.  He 
has  no  mother, 
and  my  duty  to 
my  country  is  to 
bring  him  up  to 
be  a good  man. 

As  soon  as  I am 
able,  I must 
teach,  to  pay  to 
Teacher  the 
money  she  has 
given  to  help  me 
through  school. 

I have  obliga- 
tions.” 

She  is  still  at 

school  with  many  others  learning  the  true  meaning  of  service. 
Tender,  sensitive  plants  they  are,  but  plants  that  are  taking  firm 
root  in  the  garden  of  the  Lord ; that  will  some  day  bear  fruit  for 
His  glory;  that  will  offer  to  Him  many  a Perfect  Flower  when 
He  cometh  to  claim  His  own.  H.  L.  0. 


Many  School  Girls  Volunteered 


II. 


OUTSIDE  THE  GATES 

Ycu  have  to  begin  your  trip  the  night  before,  or  rather 
your  nimble  little  cook,  who  has  a magical  way  of  getting  things 
done,  begins  it  for  you,  by  ordering  two  tramp-like  coolies  to 
carry  your  sedan  chair,  and  by  preparing  provisions.  At  day- 
light, by  the  same  magic,  a steaming  breakfast  is  ready,  and 
sleepily  you  devour  it  and  hurry  to  your  chair  to  pacify  the  wild- 
looking men  who  already  are  shouting  at  you  from  the  door. 
They  are  really  very  good-natured,  these  savage  fellows,  with 
hail  so  dishevelled  and  clothes  so  betattered.  Opium  wrecks 
though  they  are,  you  feel  wonderfully  safe  in  their  care. 

By  the  time  they  have  climbed  to  the  hill  top,  your  eyes  are 
fairly  open  and  the  sun  is  just  up.  What  a lovely  world  it  is 
lying  below  you!  The  glowing  sunrise  has  flooded  the  great 
plain  with  a lingering  flush  away  off  to  the  rim  of  far  green  hills 
and  out  to  the  azure  sea.  Dotted  over  the  plain  are  a myriad 
of  huddling  villages,  their  black  roofs  dimly  seen  beneath  a film 
of  purple  smoke.  It  is  to  the  most  distant  of  these,  out  near  the 
white  line  of  ocean-foam,  that  you  are  going  today;  but  thou- 
sands of  homes  you  will  pass  unvisited,  and  no  one  will  go  to 
them  tomorrow,  nor  next  day,  nor  till  the  tiny  crippled  girls  have 
grown  to  be  aged,  crippled  women,  and  have  gone  to  their  graves 
in  hopeless,  pitiless  ignorance  of  Him  who  is  the  resurrection  and 
the  life. 

Here  on  the  hillside  near  you  a sorrowful  old  woman  is 
kneeling  by  a little  mound,  wailing.  It  is  early,  but  she  has 
brought  her  wifely  offering  to  the  dead  husband — rice  and  wine, 
and  a red  sprawling  crab,  with  tiny  bits  of  fruit.  The  frugality 
of  it  all  bespeaks  an  impoverished  larder;  but  it  is  far  better  than 
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her  daily  portion.  You  find  a grim  comfort  in  knowing  that 
when  the  departed  spirit  has  partaken  as  plentifully  as  he  wishes, 
she  will  gather  up  the  remains  of  the  feast  and  go  home  to  her 
children  with  one  good  meal. 

Across  the  plain  comes  the  sound  of  strident  voices.  Is  it  a 
village  fight,  or  only  a theatre?  It  proves  to  be  the  former,  and 
your  arrival  is  most  opportune.  They  let  the  bone  of  contention 
fall  at  the  critical  moment,  and  come  running  in  a great  swarm 


The  Start 


to  see  the  rarer  and  more  stirring  spectacle.  What  pathetic 
figures  the  little  women  make,  hobbling  stiffly  along  on  their 
ugly  stumps,  the  big-sleeved  arms  waving  wildly  to  keep  them 
balanced  as  they  hurry  over  the  slippery  stones!  Poor,  empty, 
empty  lives!  A neighborhood  quarrel  and  a passing  foreigner 
have  made  up  a thrilling  day  for  them,  and  will  furnish  food  for 
gossip  through  many  a dull  week  to  come.  They  peer  at  you 
with  shy,  curious  eyes.  One  springs  back  into  her  door  like  a 
startled  mouse,  when  you  glance  at  her  baby,  and  you  go  on, 
with  a dull  ache  at  your  heart. 

At  high  noon  the  coolies  set  down  your  chair  in  the  street 
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of  a large  village,  and  demand  money  for  their  dinner  and  their 
daily  opium.  In  two  minutes  half  the  village  is  around  you. 


Rice  Fields  on  the  Terraced  Hills 

Such  a forlorn,  motley  company  it  is!  Tottering  old  women, 
with  dim  eyes  and  sharp,  pinched  features,  watch  you  quizzically; 
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and  brown,  unkempt  men,  pretty,  young  housewives  and  an 
infinitude  of  black-eyed  children  in  nondescript  attire,  throng 
you  until  you  feel  deluged  by  miserable,  diseased  humanity. 
One  kindly  old  lady  comes  close  up,  and  cross-examines  you  while 
the  company  listen,  now  and  then  commenting  and  repeating 
your  replies  until  they  reach  the  edges  of  the  crowd. 

The  coolies  are  a long  while  absent.  There  is  time  for  the 
popular  curiosity  to  be  in  a measure  satisfied,  and  the  fringe  of 
the  company  to  melt  away.  The  old  lady  asks  about  your 
book,  and  this  opens  the  way  for  telling  a few  of  the  simplest 
truths  about  Our  Father.  How  hopelessly  little  they  know  of 


The  Village  Street 


the  meaning  of  life!  You  feel  so  helpless  in  the  face  of  such  bitter 
need.  You  could  almost  wish  that  the  Bread  of  Life  were  in 
actual,  visible  loaves,  that  you  might  give  it  in  tangible  form  to 
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this  multitude  who  perish  with  hunger  and  know  it  not!  You 
have  seen  so  many,  many  hundreds  like  these  today,  living  out 
their  petty  lives  after  the  manner  of  their  fathers,  in  dull,  settled 


Part  of  the  Audience 

wretchedness,  knowing  and  seeking  nothing  higher!  The  old 
lady  nods  complacently  at  all  you  say,  uttering  a little  moan  of 
sympathy  as  you  speak  of  His  sufferings  for  us;  and  bye  and  bye, 
when  you  ask  if  she  can  remember  what  she  has  heard,  she 
slowly  shakes  her  head.  “No,”  she  says,  “I  have  forgotten  it  all. 
Remember  that  I am  an  old  woman,  and  my  mind  is  very  dull. 
Why  do  you  wear  that  queer  thing  on  your  head?” 

Drowsily  the  coolies  come  back  from  their  smoking,  and 
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with  many  a noisy  groan  lift  your  chair  and  bear  you  away 
amid  a medley  of  cheery  farewells.  Many  of  that  company 
heard  today  for  the  first  time,  perhaps  for  the  last,  a little  of 
the  truth  about  that  Love  that  lifts  the  world.  Perhaps  one 
or  two  will  remember  the  Name  that  is  above  every  Name,  and 
seek  to  know  more  about  Him.  Perhaps  not,  God  knoweth! 
At  least,  no  one  laughed  at  the  holy  message  and  there  was  that 
joy  in  the  telling  which  neither  indifference  nor  even  ridicule 
can  either  mar  or  utterly  take  away. 

On  you  go,  past  streams  and  hills  and  gleaming  fields,  on 
every  hillside  the  shrine  to  a heathen  faith,  and  at  the  foot  a 
great  town  crowded  with  the  victims  of  that  false  faith.  The 
day  deepens  into  afternoon.  The  crowds  become  thicker,  more 
insistent,  and  if  possible,  more  heathen — -until  the  density  of 
ungodliness  about  you  weighs  down  your  spirit  with  something 
of  its  own  misery,  and  it  seems  as  if  there  were  neither  health 
nor  hope  nor  happiness  in  all  the  big  wide  world. 

* * * 

It  is  night  now,  and  this  is  the  strangest  place!  It  is  a 
heathen  home,  where  all  the  inmates  are  new  to  you,  and  you 
are  marvellously  new  to  them!  You  arrived  at  the  class  of 
women  reading  at  the  Bible  Woman’s  house  late  in  the  afternoon, 
and  after  an  hour  spent  with  them  it  was  too  late  for  your  weary 
chair-bearers  to  carry  you  back  to  the  chapel  where  you  expected 
to  lodge;  but  a friendly  Chinese  gentleman  came  at  once  to  your 
rescue,  and  offered  entertainment  at  his  home.  How  weird  it 
was,  after  leaving  the  class  tonight,  to  follow  the  dim  lantern 
and  this  courteous  stranger  quite  alone,  adown  tortuous  paths  and 
crooked  lanes  and  across  black  open  spaces,  knowing  not  whither! 
Yet  how  secure  you  felt  all  the  way! 

This  is  a great  stone  house  that  shelters  many  families, 
and  rambles  on  and  on  into  indefinite  chambers  and  halls  and 
passages.  This  is  a new  room,  immaculately  clean,  resplendent 
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with  fresh,  varnished  furniture  and  quaint  grilling  windows, 
and  dignified  by  a stately  curtain-hung  bed.  Though  an  utter 
stranger  you  are  honored  by  being  invited  to  occupy  this  room 


A Shrine  cn  the  River’s  Bank 

prepared  for  a new  little  bride-to-be  who  will  soon  make  it  her 
home.  Wonderfully  inviting  it  is,  for  a Chinese  house;  and  you 
rejoice  in  the  generous  provision  which  saved  you  the  fate  of 
an  impossible  bed  in  the  ordinary  Chinese  dwelling. 

What  a happy  afternoon  it  has  been!  The  women  at  the 
class  were  so  royal  in  their  welcome,  and  the  winsome  little 
teacher  so  unfeignedly  happy  to  see  you!  It  is  a long  way  from 
everywhere,  this  huge  heathen  town,  pitifully  far  from  all  human 
avenues  of  spiritual  help;  but  Christ  has  here  six  women  who 
love  and  trust  Him,  and  fearlessly  speak  in  His  name,  against 
the  scorn  of  all  their  little  world.  Four  were  gathered  in  by  the 
young  teacher  and  the  Bible  woman,  who  daily  instruct  them  in 
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God's  Word.  How  well  some  of  them  know  their  Bibles!  Two 
have  unbound  their  feet,  but  with  the  other  two  the  ridicule  of 
their  neighbors  is  intolerable  as  yet.  You  told  them  of  the  great 
things  happening  in  the  North,  of  the  peaceable  meaning  of 
j strife,  of  the  granting  of  religious  liberty;  of  the  great  hope  that 
• thereby  may  come  a kingdom  of  “peace  on  earth,  good  will  to 
men."  And  surely  the  world’s  treasure  in  heaven  was  enriched 
as  these  poor  widows  offered  before  the  Father  their  humble 


The  Old  Temple 

tribute  of  praise  and  glowing  prayer.  What  a holy  thing  to 
witness,  after  the  dreary  wastes  of  unhallowed  life  you  saw  today! 
And  what  a sacred  quest  is  yours,  to  these  faithful  ones! 

The  teacher  took  you  out  on  the  hill,  as  the  twilight  was 
beginning  to  gather,  across  a stream,  up  to  a fine  old  temple  on 
the  wild  mountain  slope.  It  is  a wondrously  beautiful  country! 
You  walked  on  up  the  broad  granite  way,  toward  an  old  mon- 
astery, where  two  priests  five  apart  from  the  world  on  the  world's 
earnings;  and  she  told  a bit  of  her  story — how  her  mother  had 
first  heard  the  gospel  at  a mission  hospital,  and  had  brought  up 
her  little  ones  to  fear  the  Lord;  and  how  she  had  herself  been  led 
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to  study  first  in  the  station  class,  and  afterward  in  the  training 
school.  Her  simplicity  and  enthusiasm  charmed  and  inspired 
you  and  you  began  to  understand  how  it  is  that  she  has  been 
able,  against  such  odds,  to  accomplish  so  much  for  Him. 

A wan,  wee  maiden  and  a pair  of  rollicking  black-eyed  boys 
escorted  you,  the  little  girl  on  tiny  bound  feet  limping  heroically 
behind,  the  boys  fairly  tumbling  over  each  other  to  gather  for 
you  the  scarlet  azaleas  that  were  tucked  away  among  the  rocks. 
How  she  wanted  to  join  the  fun ! Her  mother  told  you  today 
that  she  had  beaten  the  child’s  feet  to  break  the  bones.  “If 
her  feet  are  large  no  one  will  buy  her.”  Oh,  the  domestic 
tragedies  that  sentence  reveals!  Nowhere  in  China  is  the  foot- 
binding so  persistent  and  relentless  as  in  Diong-loh.  The 
pinched  faces  of  countless  tortured  little  girls  whom  you  have 
seen  today  come  before  you.  The  condition  of  the  grown 
women  is  sad  enough;  but  the  sight  of  these  helpless  little  ones 
with  life  all  before  them — such  a life — that  is  what  takes  the 
heart  out  of  you. 

Supper  was  ready  when  you  came  home,  served  in  the  Bible 
woman’s  dim  little  room  which  answered  for  school,  bed  chamber 
and  parlor — a meagre  repast  of  sweet  potatoes,  with  good  cheer 
for  sauce.  All  day  the  place  had  been  full  of  friendly  onlookers, 
who  gathered  again  as  soon  as  you  approached,  and  in  their 
presence  you  unblushingly  let  down  your  hair  and  bathed  your 
face,  to  their  supreme  entertainment.  Then  you  spread  the 
table  and  partook  of  the  potatoes,  which,  with  bread  and  butter 
and  hot  cocoa  from  the  lunch  box,  made  a meal  as  palatable  to 
yourself  as  it  was  bewildering  to  the  spectators.  The  most 
astonishing  feature  was  the  white  table-cloth! 

Then  came  evening  worship, — the  simple,  sweet  service, 
the  little  company  gathered  around  a glimmering  tea-oil  lamp, 
spelling  out  with  difficulty  that  Word  which  is  spirit  and  life 
to  every  one  that  believeth;  the  queer,  fervent  hymn,  sung  each 
to  his  own  tune.  It  would  have  seemed  a strange  picture  to  your 
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I home  friends,  could  they  have  looked  within, — the  black  walls 
( looming  high  into  the  darkness,  the  faint  light,  the  bent  forms 
kneeling  not  on  the  damp  mud  floor,  but  on  their  narrow  benches; 
■ but  God  Himself  had  spoken  to  these  humble  hearts;  and  here, 


Tortured  Little  Feet  Set  Free 


in  this  remote,  unknown  corner  of  the  earth,  they  were  tasting 
the  sweetness  of  the  communion  of  Saints. 

* * * 

A light  tap  at  the  door  brings  your  thoughts  back  to  this 
princely  lodging,  and  your  kind  escort  enters,  laden  with  tea 
and  cakes.  Just  behind  him  stand  the  women  folk  of  the  entire 
household,  regarding  you  timidly  from  the  darkness.  They  step 
in  over  the  high  doorsill  at  your  invitation,  and  the  host  intro- 
duces you.  How  generous  they  are  in  their  treatment  of  the 
fantastic  stranger!  They  file  into  the  room  until  it  is  overflowing 
with  more  than  thirty  people,  most  of  them  ladies,  with  dainty 
pinched  toes  and  long  pointed  nails,  painted  cheeks  and  silken 
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gowns,  and  soft,  gentle  voices,  as  unlike  the  rough  tones  of  the 
field  women  as  is  the  voice  of  a drawing  room  queen  unlike  that 
of  a huckster. 


A Neighborly  Call 


They  sit  like  a flock  of  gaily  plumed  little  birds,  watching 
you  wonderingly  with  thirty  pairs  of  bright  black  eyes,  and 
uttering  never  a word,  save  an  occasional  twitter  to  a neighbor. 
It  was  late  when  you  came  in,  and  it  is  a surprise  to  find  them  all 
arrayed  in  silk  gowns  and  ornaments,  as  if  for  a party!  You 
remember  the  early  beginning  of  the  long  day,  and  make  no 
serious  effort  to  be  entertaining;  but  you  cannot  possibly  avoid 
that,  though  you  open  not  your  lips!  The  man’s  mother  is 
announced,  and  you  devote  your  attention  to  her,  and  then  the 
subdued  twittering  increases  almost  to  an  excited  flutter,  as  your 
host  is  assailed  by  a volley  of  whispered  inquiries  about  the 
intricacies  of  your  attire,  and  the  possible  size  of  your  feet  hidden 
beneath  your  skirt.  It  is  all  so  ludicrous — this  surface  conversa- 
tion with  the  mother,  while  behind  you  in  a perfectly  audible 
undertone,  the  escort  is  discoursing,  with  the  superior  air  of  an 
eye-witness,  on  the  length  of  your  hair  and  the  method  of  its 
adjustment! 
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The  hours  drag  on,  but  no  one  stirs.  There  are  many  fine 
faces  in  this  company — faces  that  would  be  radiant  and  sweet 
if  they  were  but  illumined  by  the  knowledge  of  God!  You 
think  of  the  millions  of  women  shut  up  in  homes  like  this  all  over 


Mine  Host  and  Family 

the  Empire,  smoking  and  gambling  and  gossiping  their  trivial 
lives  away;  and  then  of  the  thousands  of  intelligent  Christian 
girls  at  home,  crowding  each  other  out  of  places  where  they  may 
serve  the  world ; and  you  wonder  how  it  is  that  the  loving  Father 
does  not  effect  a redistribution.  One  may  not  hope  for  striking 


OUTSIDE  THE  GATES 


25 


results  following  a conversation  with  these  purely  heathen 
women,  for  the  term  “God”  means  to  them  only  another  idol, 
of  whom  they  have  not  before  heard ; but  if  they  come  to  believe 
only  that  the  foreigner  wishes  them  well,  this  may  be  the  tiny 
ray  which  will  bye  and  bye  lead  to  the  shining  daylight  of  His 
love. 

And  still  they  sit,  content;  and  you  are  so  sleepy.  You 
enjoy  novel  situations — and  here  is  a situation. 

* * * 


The  Men  of  the  Household 

Dawn  is  filtering  through  the  trees  of  the  fine  open  court 
when  your  vigilant  guide  calls  for  you,  himself  carrying  your  bag 
and  bedding,  to  meet  the  chair,  and  being  honestly  hurt  when 
you  attempt  a little  gift  in  recognition  of  his  kindnesses.  How 
wonderfully  attentive  the  good  people  have  been!  Nothing  that 
tact  and  courtesy  could  suggest  for  your  comfort  have  they  failed 
to  offer — to  you  an  alien  of  dubious  aspect,  crude  manners  and 
bungling  speech.  Where  would  a Chinese  woman  find  such 
hospitality  in  Christian  America?  The  beautiful  words  come 
back  to  you  with  new  power:  “An  hundred  fold  now  in  this  time,  j 
houses  and  brethren  and  sisters  and  mothers.” 
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You  ride  swiftly  homeward  through  the  flushingTfields- 
stopping  at  noon  in  a chapel  for  lunch  and  a little  rest;  for  the 
past  night  was  not  a signal  success  from  the  point  of  view  of  sleep. 
The  mosquitoes  were  too  insistent  and  the  rats  too  audacious. 
At  the  wayside  chapel  the  pastor  and  his  wife  open  wide  their 
doors  and  hearts,  and  refreshed  in  body  and  spirit  you  set  forth 
again.  Blessed,  thrice  blessed  in  a heathen  land,  is  the  sacred 
tie  that  binds  the  hearts  our  Lord  claimed!  If  you  could  have 
rested  here  yesterday  the  sky  would  not  have  blackened. 

Near  home  you  stop  at  the  Uo  Siong  Chapel,  just  to  see 
Mrs.  Pee  Chung  and  her  class.  Last  Sunday  five  of  them  were 
examined  for  church  membership.  They  are  the  children  of 
her  prayers  and  toils,  through  two  years  of  painful  effort.  Preju- 
dice is  strong  in  this  place,  and  hers  is  the  only  Christian  home. 
An  amusing  similarity  in  the  voices  of  the  Pee  Chung  family  and 
all  the  station  class  strikes  the  new  comer;  for  the  pater  familias, 
a big,  inefficient  old  fellow,  speaks  always  in  a high-pitched 
falsetto,  and  the  family  and  neighborhood  have  caught  the  same 
soft,  pathetic  cadence.  It  is  too  funny  to  listen  to  the  high 
minor  sing-song  of  the  little  flock  as  they  are  reading  together! 

But  this  argues  no  weakness  in  the  spiritual  fibre  of  Mrs. 
Pee  Chung.  There  are  all  kinds  of  Christians  in  China;  but 
now  and  then  you  find  a rare,  sweet  spirit,  who  has  broken  her 
box  of  alabaster  and  poured  the  holy  fragrance  of  a woman’s 
devotion  at  the  Master’s  feet.  And  such  is  she;  poor  almost  to 
beggary,  but  strong  in  the  Lord,  and  faithful  in  the  work  He 
has  given,  till  His  service  has  become  to  her  a passion.  As  you 
are  talking  quietly  with  her  after  the  class  has  broken  up,  you 
mention  a book  on  the  “Fullness  of  the  Spirit,”  which  the  women 
might  read,  and  this  is  what  she  says: 

“Indeed,  I know  how  important  that  is!  You  do  not  need' 
to  tell  me,  for  I know.  Let  me  tell  you ! I was  a church  member 
but  cared  very  little  for  the  work  of  Christ.  It  is  all  different 
now!  Last  summer  I lost  my  only  son.  My  heart  was  broken,. 
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rebellious,  until  one  day  it  came  to  me  that  many,  many  of  my 
friends  were  praying  for  me.  I went  to  church  and  heard  the 
preacher  say  that  the  Spirit’s  presence  is  the  most  precious  thing 
in  all  the  world.  Oh,  that  word  came  with  power  to  me,  Lady 
Teacher!  He  seemed  to  put  a beautiful  bud  into  my  heart,  and 
it  has  been  unfolding  and  expanding  ever  since  into  a pure,  white 


A Visit  to  a Station  Class 

flower.  Lady  Teacher,  I felt  my  fleshy  heart  slipping  away,  and 
the  life  of  God  flooding  my  soul;  and  since  then  I have  wanted 
nothing,  sought  nothing,  but  to  serve  my  blessed  Master  and’;be 
used  of  him.”  * 

You  turn  home,  with  the  sense  in  your  soul  that  the  angels 
of  God  have  bended  near  and  brushed  you  with  their  wings. 

* * * Tt  w c 


A miracle  has  been  wrought.  The  working  of  the  same 
mighty  leaven  which  changed  the  hearts  of  a little  girl  and  a 
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rebellious  woman  has  opened  the  way  for  New  Life  to  the  Nation. 
China  has  burst  the  bonds  that  held  her  captive  and  has  been 
born  again.  Taking  on  a new  independent  form  of  government, 
she  moves  up  to  her  place  among  the  most  powerful  nations  of 
the  world.  We  hear  her  learning  a new  vocabulary.  It  has  been 
necessary  to  coin  words  to  express  the  various  phases  of  the  new 
life.  Already  progress  has  expressed  itself  in  political  parties, 
changed  customs,  larger  liberty,  woman’s  suffrage,  the  passing 
of  the  Classics  of  Confucious  as  the  means  of  education,  English 
made  the  language  of  the  higher  schools. 

But  what  of  uplift  does  this  mean  to  that  bruised  heart  of 
the  Nation — the  home?  Here  at  Diong-loh  and  the  great 
villages  dotting  the  plain  which  stretches  to  the  sea  that  vital 
center  is  unchanged;  the  wave  of  progress  has  scarcely  touched 
the  home ; and  what  is  true  of  Diong-loh  is  true  of  all  China  away 
from  the  capital  and  great  ports. 

Men  everywhere  are  asking,  ‘What  does  it  all  mean?”  At 
the  rest-house  on  the  mountain-path,  in  the  market  place,  on  the 
plain,  at  chapel  and  street  corner,  missionaries  are  explaining  to 
thousands  of  troubled  men  the  meaning  of  “republic,”  “patriot- 
ism,” “freedom.” 

What  does  it  all  mean  to  the  women?  It  will  mean  worse 
than  nothing  without  Christ.  The  civilization  which  has  brought 
tobacco  and  strong  drink  into  the  home  will  mean  ruin  unless 
the  Gospel  of  Christ  goes,  too,  with  uplifting,  purifying  influences. 

And  what  does  this  all  mean  to  you?  Will  you  not  make 
it  mean  your  prayers,  your  gift  of  money  or  of  life,  your  inspired 
effort  in  order  that  the  Perfect-flowers  of  the  womanhood  of 
China  may  truly  enter  into  a New  Life? 
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